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MIDD WOMEN'S HOCKEY 


Top: Middlebury’s women’s hockey team continues to break the ice ceiling. 


Mulan Ruse: Men’s Hockey Dissolved, 
Women to Play Both Teams 


PETERSON ATHLETICS 
CENTER PRESS ROOM - The 
Middlebury men’s hockey coach 
Tuck Barnburner was the happiest 
he had been in months as he 
stepped up to the press desk this 
past Thursday. 

“Well, fellas,” he said, spitting a 
hockey puck out of his mouth, “it’s 


been a rough season for the Panther 


men. I don’t know if you’ve heard, 
but we suck at hockey. Like, really 
badly. However, as has proven to 
be true before, we miss 100% of the 
shots we attempt to make, which is 
why we are adopting a new tactic: 
the Mulan Ruse.” 

This news came as a shock to 
the community, which prides itself 
on its New England boarding 


school atmosphere. But Barnburner 
remained calm and explained that 
this move is calculated. 

“When we conducted a survey 
of our two hockey teams, we 
noticed a strong correlation: the 
women’s hockey team dominated 
NESCACs, and the men’s 
hockey team finished the season 
regrettably early. We want the best 
for our hockey program, which is 
why we are releasing members of 
the men’s hockey team back into 
select Junior League rinks across 
North America.” 


When asked what would happen 


to the college’s hockey program, 
Barnburner explained, “Instead, we 
plan on having women’s hockey 
play for both varsity teams. It’s 


not about gender, it’s about how 
embarrassed we are to call those 
boys Panthers!” 

“We know this isn’t typical, but 
we have a plan. We will disguise 
the women’s hockey team as the 
men’s hockey team, and no one 
will be the wiser. We are very 
confident that even with the bulky 
men’s uniforms and rickety stilts, 
the women’s squad will triumph, 
as usual.” 

It remains unclear whether the 
men’s hockey program will be 
reinstated, as Coach Barnburner 
refused any further comment. 
Remaining questions were deferred 
to women’s hockey coach Chirp 
Hatrick, who kept muttering, “who 
runs the world? Girls (girls)!” 
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Decolonial 
Thought Put to 
the Test During 

Puerto Rican 
Spring Break 
Getaway 


This spring break, a particularly vivacious group 
of Sociology majors touched down in Puerto Rico, 
beginning their 5-day adventure in everyone’s fa- 
vorite unceded territory. Although their clique was 
one of many to visit the protectorate, the group’s 
self-appointed Experience Coordinator Marion 
Mindleese ‘22 ensured that their coursework would 
inform their exotic getaway with hands-on experi- 
ence in decolonial praxis. 

“It is so great that Americans have their own lit- 
tle island state country territory thing,” said Prince 
“Duke of Cambridge” William ‘23. “Something 
about it even reminds me of the top half of Ireland!” 

But the extensive US imperial legacy in Puerto 
Rico was not entirely new to the group. 

“I heard about the whole violence thing, and as 
someone from DC, another famously taxed and 
unrepresented tropical destination, I get it,” said PJ 
Lawyer-Mommy ‘23. “Just by being here, I feel like 
I’m actually doing incredible solidarity work.” 

Johnny Ponce de Lion ‘23, the one Geography 
minor on the trip, found Google maps to be carto- 
graphically problematic. 

“Historically, Geography has been deeply rooted 
in conquering places and people. I simply refuse to 
participate in the exploitation of vulnerable people. 
That is why I made the decision to hire the group a 
private chauffeur and tour guide. ” Ponce de Lion 
read off of the manifesto-style itinerary. 

Solidarity and empowerment were indeed the 
practiced themes of the trip as the group spent the 
week practicing feminist Spanish, indiscriminate 
microlending, and progressive catcalling. 

“Somos bonito! Somos bisexual! Somos no bina- 
rio!” chanted the group in possibly one of the most 
offensive accents locals had ever heard. 


NO BRAINER! SWIM TEAM SPENDS SPRING BREAK BY POOL 


“Just keep swimming,” coached Coach Dorie Fin. 


JUST ADD WATER, PAGE H20 


GSFS DEPARTMENT HOSTS BUILD-A-BEAR WORKSHOP 


BIOHAZARDS, PAGE 69 


TO PLAY FRISBEE 


“Customizable hair, self-care, and a bear for any and all!” 


read the event flier. 


MODERN LOVE, PAGE 14 


“Wait, what?” said the B-team captain. 


COLLEGE RENAMES “COMPASS” AS “CUM PISS” 


“We just want first years to experience it all.” 


PRANKSTERS UNVEIL ULTIMATE PRANK: HAVING 


NARP SPORTS, PAGE 7 


TO-GO BOX ACCUSED OF APPROPRIATING SOUP KITCHEN CULTURE 


SYMBOLIC STRUCTURES & RESTORATIVE JUSTICE, PAGE FOOCOOLT 


SPECS TO ADOPT BDSM-5 AS TRAINING MANUAL 


“Pleasure requires enthusiastic consent, an understanding 
of your partner’s mental illnesses, and a good guide to 
knot tying,” read the book blurb. 


HEALTH AND WELLNESS, PAGE XXRX 
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Town Honors Eight 
with Worst Citizen 
Award 


For the fifth year in a row, the town of 
Middlebury has awarded eight citizens the Worst 
Citizen Award for their exemplary devilry and 
impish glee. Nominations come from a coalition 
of Middlebury faculty and staff, town officials and 
elders, and the three trolls under Pulp Mill Bridge. 
This year’s recipients were especially vile, tirelessly 
dedicating their free time to unleash new horrors 
upon the world and kick children in the shins. 

“These are the people who, through 
determination and the blood, sweat, toil, and tears 
of others, effused an aura of doom which made the 
lives of those around them much, much worse,” 
noted George Latton, a librarian and last year’s 
most villainous villain. “They should be very 
proud.” 

With no particular regard to worstness as each 
and every one of the recipients is truly horrid, the 
highly anticipated Worst Citizen Award winners are 
listed as follows: 

- Eve Ulwoman, for proposing legislation that 
would expand the military draft to Addison county 
eighth-graders. 

- Nash T. Gui, for creating a new strand of polio 
that only infects men of a sexually attractive height. 

- Crue L. Person, for jailbreaking their nephew’s 
iPhone. 

- JP Griffin, for facilitating addiction via the 
distribution of narcotic laced shepherd’s pie outside 
of the Congregational Church. 

- Malia Schuss, for developing an installable 
computer program that forwards your illicit 
searches to your grandparents. Her coding skills 
and unabashed anger developed in Middlebury’s 
GEOG0120 course. 

- Beelzebub Johnson, for bringing the “darkness 
and impotence” to Vermont vaccination clinics. 

- Horace Lard, for stealing the ball at recess. 

- Dr. Beinz Schmoofenshmirtz, for licking all the 
plates in Ross Dining Hall. 


Receipients also received prayers, 300 hours 
community service, and a $50 gift card to Aubuchon 
Hardware. 


Middlebury 
Worst 


Top: Handsome Devil DeVille will be handing out the 
Worst Citizen Awards this spring equinox. 


Top: Garlic Alfredo works the counter at Costello’s Italian Market in Middlebury. 


D8 Now Called 
D7 Following 
Disastrous 
Initiation 


Middlebury’s oldest all-male acapella 
group, D8, has been renamed D7 following 
the unexpected death of a student during an 
initiation event. 

Duffy McAdams ‘25.5, was rushed to Porter 
Medical Center at 7:25 pm on Friday night 
after choking on a pitchpipe. 

After a few beers and a trip to Brooks 
Brothers to pick out ill fitting suits, the final 
stage of initiation was upon the spiffily- 
dressed singers. “We were getting ready 
to do ‘Teenage Dream,” explained Derek 
Buzzwhistle ‘22, current president of D7, 
“Duffy must have just inhaled too hard. He 
was on the ground, panting out an A#. And 
then, nothing.” 

Paramedics arrived ready to remedy 
McAdams’ penetrated pipe, but sources say he 
was declared dead on the scene. Members of 
the group, despite the tragedy, look forward to 
using the name change to breathe some new 
life into the group and revamp old traditions. 

“At our meeting tonight, I’m proposing we 
start accompanying our singing with some 
instruments. I think it could really add a lot!” 
noted D7’s newest member Bentley Flat ‘25.5. 


Italian-American Major 


Studies Abroad 
at Costello’s 


Italian-American major 
Garlic Alfredo ‘23 reported 
back happy and healthy 
from the first few weeks of 
his semester abroad. While 
many Classics and Italian 
majors are taking in the 
sights of Italy, mourning 
the fall of the Roman 
Empire, and improving 
upon their language skills, 
Alfredo has been perfecting 
his Italian-American idioms 
and capicola curation at 
the Middlebury School 
Abroad in Middlebury, 
Costello’s Italian Deli and 
Fish Market. 

Immersed in a warm, 
Mediterranean-esque 
landscape of olive oil, 
cured ham, and fresh 
Italian rolls in the historic 
Marble Works, Alfredo has 
certainly gained ground 
in his grasp of Italian- 
American verbal and 
nonverbal communication. 

“Tve learnt the most 
on the sandwich line,” 
declared Alfredo, who 
adopted the nickname 
“Ttalian Stallion” within 
the establishment. “My 
abroad broad, my goomah, 


Costello’s beloved Nonna, 
runs a tight ship in the 
kitchen and on the kitchen 
floor.” 

“The gabagool, the 
regoat, the prujoot,” he 
continued, gesturing to the 
meat case, “took a while. 
But now, I’ve got cazzo on 
the line. You wanna club 
sandwich? Aduzipazz! 
Fuhgeddaboutit! But a 
Soprano, my Baby Bella, the 
Don Barzini? Bada bing, I 
get bash and I get it done.” 

Alfredo hopes to 
translate his encompassing 
work experience to the real 
world after graduation and 
expresses confidence in a 
Costello’s x Middlebury 
education. “Little Italies 
are everywhere and they’re 
being commodified. Los 
Angeles, Chicago, Atlanta, 
New York—all pizza, no 
warmth nor authentic 
Italian-American pizzazz. If 
I can fully foster my Italian 
Stallion-ess here in Costello 
e Nonna’s rural Italian- 
American oasis, I can take 
it to any deli, mob, or pizza 
parlor in the contiguous 
United States.” 
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Diversity of Middlebury Acapella Groups 


White, but has been to a Palana party 
10% 


Source: DEI Cammitter 


White, but knows where the AFC is 
5% 


White 
85% 


Selfless RA Invites Baby Febs 
Over So “Nothing Bad Will 
Happen at a Party” 


Reports have emerged of 
unsung hero Carl Gross ‘22, a 
Coffrin resident assistant, who 
spotted three female headed 
baby Febs at Atwater Suite 
BBB and decided to intervene. 
With a rise in campus red 
dot activity, Gross’s actions 
were hailed as “courageous,” 
“daring,” and “selfless.” 

“The world’s a scary place 
for young women,” he said. 
“Those track guys are known 
for their womanizing ways 
and silver tongues. We don’t 
want them to get emotionally 
manipulated — track guys are 
all brain and no brawn. No,” 
Gross continued, “theyll 
be much safer in my Coff 


single, sequestered away 
from the prying eyes of those 
untrustworthy men.” 

The next morning, reports 
emerged from the previous 
night’s festivities. “At first 
we were a bit apprehensive 
about going with Carl, as he 
kept offering to show us his 
carnivorous plants and we 
thought he was some loser 
botanist,” Emma Kent ‘25.5 
explained. 

“We were surprised to find 
out that Carl is an RA, and a 
cool one, considering his half- 
empty rack of Coors Light and 
the ‘Fuck Bitches Get Money’ 
sign hanging from his door,” 
said Chelsea Rocine ‘25.5. 


“We just played Truth or 
Dare for a while, and then Carl 
suggested we play strip poker, 
only to realize that he didn’t 
have any chips and/or cards. 
He then spent the rest of night 
repeating, ‘Aww man, if only 
Thad chips and/or cards!’” 
Rocine continued. 

Gross, who chairs the 
college’s Senior Committee, 
another one of his lame campus 
leadership positions, is proud 
of his weekend heroism. “Next 
week, TIl be tearing it up at 
Cafe con Leche, excited to 
caress the lower back of some 
chicas and show them that I 
appreciate their cultura!” 


The Final Frontier: 
DEI Gives Up on 
Acapella Diversity 
Initiative 


The college’s Diversity, 
Equity, and Inclusion (DEI) 
office has recently met its 
match: campus acapella 
groups. Despite numerous 
efforts, the DEI has yet to 
see a single minority student 
admitted into a singing group. 

Feeling disappointed by the 
diversification failure among 
acapella groups, particularly in 
light of their recent successes 
with nearly every other 
student organization, the DEI 
is just about ready to give up. 

“We now have proportional 
representation in a majority 
of Middlebury’s student 
clubs,” boasted Cecil Willersby, 
Deputy Director of the DEI 
(DDDEI). “Multiculturality 
isn’t just a buzz-word 
that should be strived for, 
but a tenet that should be 
enforced through punitive 
administrative measures.” 

Within the past couple of 
months, there has been an 
influx of representation in 
various student groups. The 
BSU, whose demographics 


were nearly 100% Black or 
African American students, has 
recently become 76.3% white, 
reflecting the country’s census, 
per DEI diversification policy. 
In attempts to bring about 
some kind of progress on 
the so-called “final frontier,” 
a compromise between the 
various singing groups and 
the Administrative Board of 
the Diversification Task Force 
at the DEI (ABDTDEI) has 
been reached. While there is 
still not a single non-White 
Anglo-Saxon Protestant 
member in the Mamajamas, 
the Mischords, Stuck in the 
Middle, the Dissipated 8, the 
Bobolinks, or surprisingly, 
the Paradiddles, the DEI 
office holds hope for their 
provisional solution. The office 
has mandated the inclusion of 
various “minority anthems” in 
the acapella groups’ repertoire; 
songs like “Un Poco Loco,” 
“Like a G6,” and “Dreidel 
Dreidel Dreidel,” are to be 
sung at future jambos. 


The harder, 
the better. 
-lady doctor, 
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The Local Noodle 
Stands with Fellow 
Comedian Volodymyr 
Zelenskyy 


We, the staff of the Local Noodle, have always 
striven to uphold the tenets of journalistic integrity, a 
responsibility to our readers, and global political justice. 
As Middlebury’s only source of news, we remain vigilant 
and responsive when it comes to information that our 
readers should be aware of. 

On 10 March 2022, it came to our attention that Russian 
President Vladimir Putin gave the order for his forces to 
invade the nation of Ukraine. 

The world has waited patiently for a statement from us, 
and they shall wait no more. It is the official position of 
the Local Noodle that Russia should stop invading Ukraine. 
Quit it. We fully support the Ukrainian civilians in their 
fight to defend their homeland. Moreover, we loudly 
and proudly place our support behind fellow comedian, 
Ukrainian President Volodymyr Zelenskyy. Second, we 
declare our steadfast support with his family. 

We are joined by ethical consumerist giants TikTok, 
PayPal, OnlyFans, and McDonalds in our condemnation 
of the actions of the Russian oligarchy. NATO allies 
have enacted powerful economic sanctions upon the 
Russian community to discourage any escalation of 
violence. While we at the Noodle also have these powers 
at our disposal, we decided to keep our actions local. We 
have gone to great lengths in removing the pro-Russian 
anthem “Rasputin” from all Middlebury party playlists. 
By substituting this offensive song with the popular 
Ukrainian ballad “On, y sumHesomy caay,” we believe 
that we can restore the heart and soul of this campus. 


The Local Noodle Staff 


The Local Noodle 


EMMA TZOTSCHEW Editor-in-Chief CLAIRE CONTRERAS Litigious 


ANDY CAO The Asian Persuasian MANNY FORS Giant Pacific Octopus 
SOPHIE HOCHMAN Pregnant (Surprise!) TIM HUA At-Harvard Correspondent 
CASSIE ELISH Tall FRANCESCA MEDEIROS Surgeon General 
DAVID FACTOR Borderline (Great) Personality Disorder GRIFFIN CLINTON Master of Arms 

BASIL ALFARO Cheerleader on the Cheer Squad CECE CALDWELL Jewish Dynamite 
ZOE COVINGTON-TOWNER Friend of the Shahs OSCAR FLEET Hot With His Mouth Closed 
JESSICA BUXBAUM Foreign Correspondent LIZ SRULEVICH Moody, Spanish-looking 


CATHERINE GOODRICH Missing in Action? 


Middlebury’s only news source. Since 1800. 


Hey Student Investment 


Committee: Why Don't You Invest 


in Some Bitches? 


By CHET STUDEBAKER 


It has come to my attention that the 
members of the Student Investment Committee 
are an indignant troupe of incels that nob. 
You’ve all been so caught up in the world 
of stocks and bonds that you’ve forgotten 
your roots. You forgot what all this money is 
supposed to be about: getting your dick in 
some pussy. 

Your little incel club was established in 
1987 by beta males who had never once felt 
the precious touch of a woman. Supposedly, 
you've all turned your initial endowment of 
$100,000 into over $1,000,000 dollars as of 2020. 
If I’d thrown $100,000 into a bank in 1987 and 
left it alone, regular inflation and standard 
interest rates would put me at around $250,000 
liquidity in 2020. For all your years of effort 
and chastity, you’ve only managed to do 4x 
better than nothing. 

In your most recent publicly released 
investment pitch, one of your dirty virgin 
members suggested Seagate Technology 
(STX), under the guise of “diversifying your 
portfolio into the market of hardware tech.” 


Interesting choice for a group of people 
biologically unable to keep a hard on. Even 
more interesting, Seagate was accused by 
Senate Republicans in 2021 of violating the 
Export Administration Regulations by ignoring 
US-established sanctions and selling parts and 
components to Huawei, a technology company 
trade-blacklisted in America due to their ties 

to Beijing. They’re still under investigation for 
their abhorrent actions now. And we thought 
that less sex would make you all morally- 
upstanding students. 

So how about it? How about you break your 
involuntary vows of celibacy and try sucking 
face with a girl every now and then? Maybe 
rent a pickup artist tutorial VHS tape like I did 
in 2014. Then you might find your souls and 
the libido that the rest of us hold so dear to our 
hearts. 


With prayers for your collective release from 
inceldom, 


Chet 
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Middlebury, We Call on You to Acquire Better Horses 


Students, we at the Noodle recently 
learned something that shocked us 
to our core. Middlebury’s horses, 
“Dasher,” “Dancer,” and “Prancer,” 
are sensitive little sons of bitches that 
won't go to practice in 24° weather. 
According to Middlebury Equestrian’s 
club manifesto, which we had to forfeit 
several sugar cubes to access, “horses 
may suffer from extreme cold in under 
25°F weather, and for that reason, 
all practices will be cancelled at that 
temperature.” 

There are many problems with 
this. First of all, we, as students, 
are significantly smaller and more 
physically vulnerable than horses. 
Yet we are forced to tromp around 
in under 25° weather. If we must 
go outside, we say, let the horses go 
outside, goddamnit! 

Furthermore, and more to the point, 
the Middlebury Equestrian club has 
a $25,000 budget. This twenty-five 
thousand dollar budget goes well over 


please our readers to know, currently 
stands at sixteen cents and a candy 
bar.) For $25,000, Middlebury’s horses 
should be truly top of the line. And the 
horses agree. 

We touched base with Dasher, who 
was just as indignant about this topic 
as we are. “It’s truly an indignation 
that Middlebury Equestrians have such 
bad horses,” he neighed. “I mean, once 
it goes from 25° to 24°, my body shuts 
down, and I collapse on the muddy 
grass.” 

Middlebury, we’re not horsing 
around. We mean business when 
we say that our reputation as a 
top ten liberal arts college is being 
besmirched by the fact that our horses 
are incapable of performing in 24° 
weather. We call on the administration 
to acquire, through whatever means 
necessary, better horses — horses that 
can jump and twirl around in 20°, 15°, 
even 10° weather! Alternatively, at least 
invest in some horse coats, for foal’s 


what the average club demands of the sake. 
college. (The Noodle’s budget, it will 


Op-Ed: I Pseudo-fucked Che Guevara 


on My Febmester in Havana 


Mama always said, “commies are good in 
bed, bad for the family biz.” I don’t dispute 
that; it would be traitorous to my future as a 
starving artist in a $6000/ month apartment in 
the East Village. Puritanical bourgeois in the 
streets, red revolutionary passion in the sheets. 

And it was with that mindset that I set 
forth in the world, leaving the safe bounds of 
socially liberal-ish and fiscally conservative 
Elder Greenwich, Connecticut. To take my 
mother’s advice to bed, I would. Inspired by 
the Castro communist regime and Camila 


Cabello’s sultry croons of Havana, I booked the 


flight. Cuba, here I cum. 

There was a rough itinerary for my time 
in Havana. As the first of three planned 
destinations for my Febmester, I had done 
some preliminary research on Pinterest. 
What nightclubs to visit, where the worst 
pickpockets hung out, how to smoke a cigar, 
et cetera. But first on my list, for historical 


reference and the like, I hopped in a photogenic 
pink cab to Santa Clara, the metropolitan home 


of the Che Guevara Mausoleum. 

White marble is a lot less sexy than 
travel bloggers and mommy bloggers and 
Joanna Gaines would have you think. I had 
romanticized hopping out of the cab and 
setting afoot to traverse the mausoleum, the 
warm Cuban air and sweet smell of tobacco 


floating through sun-bleached hair as my bare 
feet made sweet contact with the marble. The 
reality was both much more and less sensual 
than that. 

With no one around, I didn’t know what to 
do. I can’t read in Spanish, so I 1 glanced over 
the plaques, then sat to gaze at the handsome 
bronze cast of Guevara. I pulled out my guide 
book and the biography of Guevara purchased 
at an airport kiosk. I basked under the sun, 
letting the monumentalism and historicism 
and that bronze nonchalant smirk penetrate 
my mind. 

Risking the rhetoric of Thoreau and 
Emerson, I felt transcendental. Transcendental 
in that I was there, at the final resting place of 
surely the most attractive revolutionary in the 
past 100 years, reevaluating my values within 
the micro- and macrocosms that I occupy. The 
blinding mind orgasm that followed, brought 
about by patience, repetition, and a solid 
sense of bodily self in the world, cemented 
this atomic moment in my psyche. I, no 
longer beholden to internalized high school 
undesirability or Connecticut politics, came 
and became a new person-one who would 
carry the cross and preach the word of global 
learning so long as there is a theory-foward 
hottie to pseudo-fuck. 


Top: Dasher, Dancer, and Prancer trot during a warm photoshoot late last 
summer. 
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Top: Manifest Destiny, Joan Cazneau ‘23.5, Johnny Johnboy ‘22, and Marty Python Thoreau ‘23 
explore the unmapped Swiss Alps. 


Independent Majors Rise Up, 
“Viva la Graduación!” 


This past 28th of July, the 
Community Bias Response Team 
surveyed the four Independent 
Scholars on campus. The first, and 
by far most conclusive finding of 
the study was that among inde- 
pendent scholars, there exists a 
growing resentment for both the 
traditional academic tracks and the 
United States Constitution. 

“Independent scholars aren’t 
just independent in their course of 
study — no, that’s not insufferable 
enough,” said one worn-down 
advisor. “They reject all forms of 
categorization. Instead of being 
Democrats or Republicans, they’re 
Independents, and all that means is 
that, no matter what happens polit- 
ically, they'll never, ever be happy.” 

These students, who proposed 
their own majors to solidify their 
identities as “pick-mes” and think 


they know better than the Board 
of Curriculum, carry their ideolo- 
gies globally. Whitino-identifying 
student Checkie Goovarie ‘23, a 
Revolutionary History major with 
a concentration in the Bay of Pigs 
Invasion of April 1961, spent last 
spring studying abroad in 1960s 
Cuba. 

“Time traveling was an incred- 
ible experience; I was definitely 
born in the wrong generation. 

The “60s were the peak of human 
civilization: voting rights were re- 
stricted, women led fulfilling lives 
between the stove and the fridge, 
and the Caribbean was censored 
and struggling,” said Goovarie 
unprompted. “Abroad changed me, 
my horizons are broadened and I’m 
super violent now!” 

Mary-Anne Twalet ‘24.5, an out- 
of-touch Parisian exchange student 


and the most recently declared 
Independent Scholar, submitted her 
proposal after becoming disillu- 
sioned with the French rat race. 

“T declared my Food Studies ma- 
jor after noticing the lack of bread 
in Ross,” remarked Twalet. “With 
the help of my academic advisor, I 
came up with a solution so simple 
and elegant that I was amazed by 
my own brilliance. As my great- 
great-great grandmother once said: 
qu’ils mangent de la brioche!” 

Deeply radical political resent- 
ment wasn’t the only thing this 
study revealed. Independent Schol- 
ars were also found to be among 
the most clingy and reliant students 
at Middlebury, and all four have 
a bright future in being indepen- 
dent from employment following 
graduation. 


Middlebury Geographic 


Continues to Empower 
Neo-Imperialist Voices 


After successfully navigating another bid for col- 
lege funding, Middlebury Geographic has proudly 
announced their continued support and empower- 
ment of neo-imperialist voices. With a new budget 
adjusted for inflation the way rich people care 
about inflation, the possibilities for diversification 
of print content are endless. 

“We are always looking for pictures and words 
that are fresh. Expansive. Outstanding. And always 
more pictures than words,” said Middlebury 
Geographic editor-in-chief William Wellesly ‘24.5. 
“With the larger budget, we are happy to announce 
Middlebury Geographic's debut travel grants for 
promising young writers and photographers of 
questionable skill.” 

Wellesley and his editorial team hope that travel 
grants will be used to cultivate both an artistic and 
a physical ethos of American manifest destiny. 
Suggestions for the grant money, as listed on the 
application, include hiring ghostwriters, flying first 
class, and extending the westward gaze so far west 
that the grantee finds themself in South East Asia. 

“Previously, I had to pay to fly to war-torn 
regions and post photos of suffering people on In- 
stagram without their knowledge or consent,” said 
Glo Trotter ‘24. “Now, it’s fun in first class for the 
whole family, no personal price tag attached!” 

Other grant recipients had more traditional uses 
for the funds. Johnny Johnboy ‘22 used his travel 
grant to hire a team of Sherpas, who dragged him 
by toboggan up Mount Everest. His visual essay, 
entitled “What it Takes to Get to the Top: Grit, Per- 
severance, and a Little Help from My Friends,” will 
hit the printing press with the fall issue. 


Butternut Squash Ravioli Gets a Modern Twist 


Students who ate dinner in Ross last Friday 
were elated to find that butternut squash ravioli 
was back with a twist: less vegetable, more court. 

“I was a bit confused at first, but ultimately I’m 
glad that this sport is getting the recognition that it 
deserves, even if it is in ravioli form,” said varsity 
squash player Andrew Andrews ‘25. “I mean, if 
we can’t get our sport into the Olympics, at least 
we have this, you know? Now my friends actual- 
ly know what a squash court looks like, because 
they’re eating one. The only problem is that every 
time you bite down on the tin it makes a really loud 
noise.” 

As the Northeast continues to navigate the 
ongoing supply chain shortages, Midd Dining was 


proud of their culinary and cultural innovation. 

“Ever since Forbes named squash the world’s 
healthiest sport in 2003, we’ve been looking for 
ways to incorporate it into our food,” said Ross 
head chef Bob Flaye. “The ravioli seemed to be 
the best way, not only for the wordplay, but also 
because its container-like structure allowed for us 
to hide our meticulously crafted mini squash courts 
inside of them. Besides, if there’s something these 
WASP-y kids love, it’s bland pasta and country 
club sports. Brilliantly, we combined the two,” he 
continued. “They ate it up!” 

After hearing about the success story of Ross, 
Proctor rolled out their highly anticipated adorable 
replacement to broccoli: tiny oak trees! 


Top: Ross dining reinvents an old classic. 
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Sports 


Show ‘Em How It’s Done: MiddYoga Takes Teaching to Tibet 


This spring break, MiddYoga con- 
quered new heights with a body and 
spirit teaching tour, the final segment 
of their newest philanthropic initiative 
to introduce yoga to Southeast Asia. 
Taking their talents to the mountains, 
club members visited several villages 
teaching yoga workshops for elderly 
Tibetans. 

“Personally, yoga saved me from 
the horrors of Instagram likes and the est began to grow on me.” 
social politics of the Upper East Side. Midd Yoga is not the only Middlebury 
We thought we could teach Tibet a thing organization sharing its prestige with 
or two about the art of unplugging,” the global community. This summer, the 
Midd Yoga president Krissy Luken ‘23 Middlebury Museum of Art will take se- 
explained. “Plus, every attendant of the lected ancient artifacts to Egypt, where 
workshop received a P.E. credit, valid at they will be exhibited for two months 
Middlebury College.” before returning to their rightful home 

“Actually, if you think about it, what in Vermont. 
we did was anti-racist,” said club 


IM Basketball Champions Take On 
America’s Premiere Public Courts 


treasurer Emmie Collins ‘24, who 
refused to elaborate. 

Unfortunately, the trip wasn’t all 
happy baby and sun salutations. 

“The hardest part of the trip was 
adjusting to doing yoga outside of 
the Mitchell Green Room, which has 
become my personal zen space,” said 
social chair Megan Whitaker ‘22.5. “But 
eventually, the feng shui of Mount Ever- 


Top: Emmie Collins smiles for an analog camera during her 
unplugged teaching week in Tibet. 


In March, the college’s 2021- 
2022 Men’s Intramural Basketball 
season champions embarked on 
the trip of a lifetime to train at the 
East Coast’s most prolific pub- 
lic basketball courts. The team 
visited courts in the shining cities 
of Newark, Scranton, Buffalo, 
Wilmington, Hartford, Yonkers, 
and Worcester. 

“Unlike some of the athlet- 
ic teams at Midd, we used this 
training trip to really improve 
the squad’s chemistry, along with 
our physical fitness and how we 
mentally approach the game of 
recreational basketball,” says 
“Coach” John Angler ‘23. “Our 
ring didn’t come easy: we barely 
made it through our season! But 
ultimately, our win brought pub- 


licity to the community, which is 
what this is all about.” 

The rag-tag group won the 
championship in a five-game sea- 
son that culminated in a nail-bit- 
ing 20-minute game. 

“The story of how we all met is 
crazy,” said self-identified point 
guard Walker “Lebron” James ‘22, 
totally unprompted. “So three of 
us lived together in Allen fresh- 
man year, and then Andy met 
these two other guys, who lived 
in Battell, and one of them was 
taking Chem 105 with a guy who 
got cut from the varsity team, so 
we brought him in, and then we 
all just absolutely vibed. It was 
insane.” 

The team’s three-week scrim- 
mage tour found them playing 


against some of the region’s tallest 
third graders and most agile re- 
tirees. They ended in Springfield, 
MA, home of the Basketball Hall 
of Fame. 

“Tt was super important for us 
to end the trip in Springfield,” 
said co-captain Andy “Steph 
Curry” Greenberg ‘22.5. “We had 
to pay respect to the greats who 
came before us.” 

Star forward Jimmy “Birdman” 
Kansas ‘21.5 was especially grate- 
ful for the opportunity to tour 
with his team. 

“Last year, I took my senior 
spring off so I could have anoth- 
er season of eligibility,” Kansas 
explained. “Winning the champi- 
onship, and seeing the world with 
my team, made that all worth it.” 


ROT YOUR BRAIN 


UNGODLY SATIRE? 
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CLASSIFIEDS 


Twilight Swing Guy 
Seeking Married Couple 
For Some Casual Fun 


Singles DO NOT interact. | am willing to 
host. | can go back and/or forth ;). Spend 
the night with me, and you'll find a new 
Twilight Zone <3. 


Fun Facts About Me: 


Favorite Activities: swinging, swinging 
Favorite Author: Stephanie Meyer 
Favorite Color: a dark blue-purple 
Favorite Song: "Swing, Swing" by The All- 
American Rejects 


Swing by Twilight if you want a good time. 


You asked us to return your land stolen through 


MIDDLEBURY genocide and eugenics, so... 


now announcing Middlebury College Store's 


EBURY MIDDL 
IDDLEBURY M ° ° ° 
ponen Middlebury x Abenaki Line 
BURY MIDDLEBUR 
IDDLEBURY MIDD 
Easy, sleazy, performative. 


Featured on Vogue's 
"How to look hot during a land acknowledgement" 


